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The HiHory of King Ledr. 

Voile, Marry heere’s grace and a codpis,thai’s a wifcman and 
a foole. 

Kent . Alafle fir,fit you heere ? 

Things that loue night,loue not fuch nights as thefe ; 

The wrathfull Skies gallow,the very wanderer of the 
Darke, and makes them keepe their caues. 

Since I was man, fuch fheetes of fire, 

Such burfts of horrid thunder,fuch grones of 
Roring windc and raine,I nere remember 
To haue hcard,mans nature cannot carry 
The affliftion, nor the force. 

Lear, Let the ‘great Gods that keepe this dreadful! 
Thundring ore our heads,finde out their enemies now. 

Tremble thou wretch that haft within thee 
Vndivulged crimes,,vnwhipt of Iuftice, 

Hide thee thou bloudy hand,thou<periur’d,and 
Thou fimular man of vcrtue that artinceftious, 

Caytiffc in peeccs fhake,that vnder couert 

And conuenient feeming,haft pradlifed on mans life, 

Clofepent vp guilts, hue your concealed centers. 

And cry thefe dreadfull fummoners grace, 
lama man more find againft their finning. 

Xc»r. Alacke bare headed. gracious my Lord, hard by here is 
ahouell,fomefriend(hip will it lend you gainft the tcmpeft, re- 
pofe you there, whilft I to this hard houfe, more hard then is the 
ftone whereof tis rais'd, which euen but now demanding after 
me,denide me to come in, returne and force their fcantcd curte- 
fie. 

Lear , My wit begins to tume. 

Come on my boy, how doll my boy .art cold ? 

I am cold my felfe, where is this flraw my fellow. 

The art ofournecefiities is Grange ,that can 
Make vilde things prccious,come you houell poore 
Foole and knaue,I haue one part of my heart 
That forrowes yet for thee. , 

Foole. He that has a little tine wit,with hey ho the wmde and 

the raine,muft make content wish his fortunes fit, for the rainc, 
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TheHiftory of King Ledtr, 

U r Sjn?mfg y o°d boy, come bring vs to this houell. 

Enter Glecefierjndthe Bafiard with lights. 

G/^.Alacke,alacke,Ed«#wdI like not this 

VnnaturaU dealing, when I defired their leauc 
That I might pitty him, they tooke from me 
The vie of mine owne houfc.chargd meonpaine 
Of their difpleafure, neither to fpeake of him, 

Entreate for him,nor any way fu lame him. ' 

And a worfc matter then that,I haue receiued 
A letter this night,tis dangerous to be fpoken, 

1 haue loekt the letter in my Clofet,thefeimune, 

The King now beares.will bereuenged home , 

There’s part of a power already landed. 

We mull incline to the King,l will feeke him. 

And prtuily releeuehim ; go you and mamtaine talkc 
With the Duke, that my charity be not of him 
Pcrceiued ; if he askc for mc.I am ill,andgone 
To bed.though I die for it, as no leffe rs threarnedme. 

The King my old Matter mutt b£ relecued,ther 

Some ft range thing toward,^ mtsnd , pray you be carefuU.^ 

T^.This courtefieforbid thee,G>alhhe Duke inftantly know. 
And of that letter to, this feemes a faire deleiumg, 

And muft draw to me that which ray father lofes,no lelfe 
Then all,thcn yonger rifes when the old dofaU. Exit* 

Enter Lear, Kent y dnd Foole. 

XentMcte isthe place my Lordjgood ray Lord enter, the 1 - 
ny of the open nigh&itoo tuff? for nature to endure. 

Lear.Let me alone. 

Xwt Goodmy Lord enter. 

Ic *r .Wilt breake my heart ? , , . ente , 

2C^.I had rather breakc mine owne,good my Lord en«r.^ 
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